is6     SELECTED SHORT STORIES
* You're not to go/ she cried again.   * Here's
Eustace, hell say so too.*
The youngest but one of the five young
Rogers was now eleven, dark-haired and thin-
faced like his sister, and, like her, grey-eyed, but
of a calm which contrasted forcibly with Francie's
fervour. He was recovering from the mumps,
which had conveniently delayed his return to
school.
c Have you really got to go, Smiff ? * he said*
e I wouldn't, if I were you. I should just stay.'
Smith smiled. His smile was that of the sun
at noonday.
* Faverll forget/ added Eustace.
Smith closed an eye, a practice which beyond
all things endeared him to children.
' Will 'e, Master Eustace ?   I don't fink/
* I do fink,' said Eustace.   c The best way wiv
Faver is to take no notice.   He can't birch you ;
look at your muscle.'
Again Smith crooked his arm to the proper
position. He never spent ten minutes with the
children without having to do this at least once.
' Smith/ said Francie, ' we'll come with you
and speak to Father/
Smith shook his head.
c I expect he hasn't seen your muscle/ said
Eustace.
Smith smiled. Like all powerful, good-tem-
pered, easy-going men, he was unable to say
'No.5